Don't Sweat It
[Verse 1]

He leaves me alone again

They say that time should tell the truth

But right before the panic sets in

I can see him reach out through my youth

His father's father's father did the same

That's my cross to bear

God said he's just takin' a rain check

So I still say his name in every prayer

It's not fair

But I don't care

It's gone air to air (yeah)

 

[Chorus]

Don't swear

Don't swear and don't stop

If the sh!t hits the fan

Don't mop

Rain just falls

It won't drop (ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha)

Pick your poison with life laid bare

Don't flare if they do not stare

Trust me (ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha)

Just don't swear

Don't swear and don't stop

If the sh!t hits the fan

Don't mop

Rain just falls

It won't drop

Pick your poison with life laid bare

Don't flare if they do not stare

Trust me (ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha)

Just don't sweat it

 

[Verse 2]

He leaves me alone again

But last night he called me green

They say the squeaky wheel gets all the grease

But they also say the other side is green

(ha-ha)

 

[Verse 3]

So what's an anxious

Self-aware perfectionist to do?

It's better to be a silly fool than not a one at all

What's he to do if they do not call?

If the song's doin' crazy on TikTok

Who am I to stop it?

It's my song

So I'll crop it

And I'm not Moses

So I can't part it

But if you want a riverside spot

You're welcome to park it

And when the call comes in

You can answer it

But if the boys come by with handcuffs 

And they whisper

Don't resist

Just submit

They won't get it

- oh

Just split

Sh!t

I said split..

I meant laugh

 

[Chorus]

(ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha)

Just don't swear

(no, no) not swear and don't stop (ha-ha-ha-ha)

If the sh!t hits the fan

Don't mop

Rain just falls

It won't drop

Pick your poison with life laid bare

Don't flare if they do not stare

Trust me (


Accept This Option
WTF
[Verse]

I'm high as fuck

I care about everything

All the cursed emails

I have chan–chan–channeled

 

[Verse 2]

Here's the old us

This is you without your blowout

Just the fruit fly right from the crown

You don't have to psych this out

 

[Chorus]

Oh

The Justin of it all

Oh

The Carter of it all

Oh

Gig-or-Marta of it all

Oh

The Screener of it all

Oh

Camp David of it all

Oh

CPD of it all

 

[Verse 3]

Woe the road to Damascus

Your silence is so flamboyant

Crucified for saying the truth

Your body's a playground of spoilt food

 

[Chorus]

Oh

The Justin of it all

Oh

The Carter of it all

 

[Bridge]

You'd cry if you knew what I'd done

Simple blonde

South sea of Zion


Accept This Option